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school, so the general had the patience to teacU The day rarely passed that Col. Tom, my husban<3 I did not have a game of romps.    The grave who sat by the hall-door used to be shocked to commanding officer in hot pursuit of us up the The quick transformation which took place when called from the frolic to receive the report of the of the day was something very ridiculous.
Occasionally he joined those who gathered I** c parlor every evening. He had a very keen sense social responsibilities as post-commander, and that our house should be open at all hours to the son. His own studious habits made it a deprivation he gave up much of his time to entertaining. I loa,i-n that in no way could I relieve him so much as by "boi always ready to receive. He grew to expect tlia.-t would be in the parlor at night, and plan whatever* < versions we had. I managed to slip away several "tirx: in the evening, and go to him for a little visit, or }?os bly a waltz, while the rest danced in the other aroo If I delayed going to him while absorbed in the amusement, a knock at the door announced the carrying a note for me. Those missives always retrain cl me of my forgetfulness in some ingenious arrangome of words. When I laughed outright over one of tlie little scraps, our friends begged me to share tlio f with them. It was only a line, and read, " Do y think I am a confirmed monk ?" Of course they iri slst laughingly upon my going at once to the self-appoint hermit.
We spent the days together almost uninterruptoc